aside.  There was a foam on his Upland flecks of it on his black beard
"You think to have succeeded, do you? You think to have
fooled me finely with your infernal Italian subtlety. But, by the
Beard of Mahomet, it shall not profit you. If I thought it would. Fid
hang you out of hand for this.'* He flung about the cabin again, his
voice pitched high by his consuming rage, "You smugly think with
Dorm that I have to choose between goipg out to be destroyed and
waiting here to be destroyed. You think there is no issue for me. But,
the praise to Allah, I, too, have my subtleties." He laughed savagely.
'There's a way out that has occurred to neither of you, and tomorrow
I take it.
"I pay a bitter price; but at least there shall be no gain either for
Doria or for you. Not a ship of mine, not a man of mine, shall fall
into his swinish hands. Least of all shall he ever again see this niece
whom he so insolently boasts that he can come and take when he
pleases."
It was a vindictive fury that made him disclose all, so as to smoiher
in despair the hope that Prospeto had betrayed. "Tomorrow we cross
the lagoon and land at Bou Ghara. There Fli scuttle my fleet before
setting out on an overland march of three hundred dreary leagues to
Algiers* When Dona, weary of guarding an empty trap, at last dis-
covers what has happened, do you think he will regret his insolent
refusal to make terms ? And when he hears that his niece, who might
have graced the Sultan's hareem, is gladdening mine, will he regret it
then?"
For a moment Prospero was as stunned as if he had been blud-
geoned. Then he braced himself to answer almost mechanically: "Not
half so much as you will regret your scuttled fleet.*
It was a shaft in the very vitals of the Corsair. His face was
distorted. Almost he seemed to Prospero on the point of tears.
"Haven't I confessed the bitterness of it ?" he cried out. Then, com-
manding himself, he added more quietly: "But since it is the will of
Allah, I must console myself as I can."
Greatly daring in the face of the Corsair's dangerous mood,
Prospero displayed scorn. 'To speak of this as a way out! What
more could victory give Doria? Your fleet sunk, yourself and your
followers a fugitive errant band in the desert, driven from the seas for
many a long day 1 In your place, Dragut, I would go out and set all
upon the hazard of a battle. Your defeat would be no more costly to
you."
"Do you advise, or do you merely mock ? Of your advice I have
had a surfeit Your mockery will make an end of the little patience I
can still use with you. Be warned"
On that, he strode past Prospero, flung down the short com-
panion, and bawling for his sloop, departed the galley and went
ashore.
He rode away at once to his fort at Houmt Soum, and seeing some
of the Imperial galleys moving, as if on a reconnaissance, at a distance
of rather more than a mile, he childishly vented his spite by emptying
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